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Article 8
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-By Pam Smith

A

-k. -M. ee’gom’khawa is Kiowa for “my
friend.” One of the things I was most excited
about when my family moved to Oklahoma
from Texas in 1967 was Indians. I was twelve,
and I was sure that I’d become friends with the
Indian people, be invited to their pow wows,
and as in the movies be the token white person.
After all, there was usually a blonde in
cowbow-Indian movies—right?
I was disappointed when I learned I was in
the minority of white kids (the only one) who
had even considered this exciting scenario.
My white girl friends said things such as,
“Huh?” It took time with the Indian people
too. My motive of course has matured. My
Indian friendships seem to grow more dear
every year. Just recently, I was waiting in the
car for my five-year-old daughter, Mary
Grace. She had some grocery shopping to do
“by myself.” Suddenly my car door opened,
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and it was Jewel Shawnee, an Indian friend
from high school. We hadn’t seen each other
in years, and we hugged and laughed and
talked a little about ex-husbands. After Jewel
walked away, I thought about how thankful I
am for my Indian friends. Through the years I
have danced a few Indian dances, but more
important it’s taken time to cultivate this love.
I’ve always seen something special in the
Indian people, something unique and different.
When we look at one another and smile, I feel
good because when Indian friends look at you,
they look into your soul. We should all only
hope that they will love what they see. W
(PAM SMITH and her two children, Adrian and
Mary Grace, live in Geary. Pam operates an antique
store and is working toward a Master’s degree in English
Education. She received her Bachelor's degree from
Southwestern.)
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